A   PREFACE
The English reviewers, on the whole, did not agree.
They had preferred the author in earlier moods. But both
Mr. Arnold Bennett and Mr. H. G. Wells approved of
Nocturne; and while the English sales were at first very small,
Mr. Wells, unknown to the author, agreed to write a preface
for the American edition which entirely changed the book's
fortunes in the United States. There, it was received with
extraordinary enthusiasm. It enjoyed a considerable sale; and
it seems to have been granted a sort of perpetual life. Mr,
Wells said in his preface (they were wonderful, generous
words): *If Mr. Swinnerton were never to write another
word I think he might count on this much of his work living/
But Mr. Bernard Shaw, in a letter to the author, gloomily
declared: 'You make your people live all right enough. You
would be much better employed in killing them/
My own view is that those who have praised Nocturne
very highly have been mistaken. But whenever I say tins
I receive a rebuke from some admired contemporary who
urges me to read the book for myself. This, it is true, I have
never done. For some reason I cannot re-read my own books,
and I strongly sympathize with those who cannot read them
at all. But I recall Nocturne well enough to feel justified in
saying that I wish the chapter called 'After the Theatre*
were not such an interruption of the main plan. This chapter
is the best part of Nocturne: if I were now to write it for the
first time I should make some changes and perhaps ruin it.
And yet the book is about Jenny, not about Emmy. Those
who extol the form of Nocturne forget this.
Having said that, I must qualify it. Turning the pages I do
catch a certain aroma. I know that, working at speed and
with a definite sense of the quick passage of time, I must have
been roused to an urgency of feeling otherwise rare in a
person as sensible and equable as myself. Night and the
power of darkness, the silence following those rolling strokes
of Big Ben, the delight which I always feel in what Henry